Night Of The Were-Ed: Blue Moon Challenge

There it was, luminous yet shrouded by clouds bathed in obsidian black. Of all the moons tat had past over Peach Creek, this by far sent the most calming, yet the most chilling aura upon the small community. 

As the clock struck midnight, and the chimes let off their haunting sound, every soul turned out their lights, closed their eyes and prayed to drift off to sleep, having enough experience to know that a full moon only led to one thing. 

It was once again time for the Howling to commence

Crouched amongst the dirty, grass floor of Peach Creek Woods was a sock-wearing teenager, rubbing his arms to try and rub off the cold. Beads of sweat fell from his brow, his skin shivering in anticipation and fear. 

Double D had seen the Full Moon, and had become a slave to it's power. He had been witness to the Solar Eclipse, and had become the hybrid that had struck fear into the hearts of the nightmarish vampire race. Both times he had witnessed a moon such as that, blood had been split. 

However, this was a new moon, a different kind of moon. Having become increasingly aware of the moon's hold over him; all Double D could do was await what surprise it had from him next. 

Glancing at his watch, he saw the dreaded number of 11:59, with five seconds remaining. 

He wasn't sure why, but this moon, this ominous moon, had him caught him in a whirlpool of fear and nervousness. Before tonight he had marvelled at the moon, despite remembering very vividly what effects it had on him, but this night was different. 

"Five...four...three..." the numbers rolled off his tongue like prayers spoken at a funeral for the dead soul, however he could not avert his eyes from his watch or that moon. 

He stopped thinking logically of what the consequences would be, and allowed whatever fate this moon granted him to simple take hold.

"Two...one..."

He felt his throat turn try, surrendering himself to the wishes of the Blue Moon

His breath up until that second had been short and successive, but once the second his watch beeped in conformation that it had reached midnight; his breath suddenly stopped. 

He tried to breath, but no air reached his lungs. The surprise was so great he tried to stand, but his limbs responded so slow that he might as well have been sedated. Grasping his throat he tried to force oxygen into his lungs, but no sweet oxygen entered. 

His body felt heavy, and he was drowned in sweat...drowned. 

He recognised this feeling; his body was drowning! 

Forcing himself onto his legs, he tried desperately to take in any air, but nothing came, as if the entire forest had simple be drained of any air, and had be submerged inside a invisible ocean. 

Double D's chest was on fire, his heart pumping faster and faster, screaming for air; but his only response was a empty taunt from the world around him. 

That was when a secondary layer of pain enveloped him, and he felt the familiar sensation of his limbs creaking out of place, however this time his body was numb, as if he had been dunked into the oceans in the frozen north. 

Instead, all he could do was watch the sickening view of his body break and twist out of shape, feeling no pain where it should be, and having to deal with the never-ending absence of breath. 

It was all getting too much for his fragile boy to bear, and soon his vision began to blue. Within another two minutes he had fallen into darkness, and was left at the mercy of this tormenting Blue Moon. 

In a twist of irony that in any other situation would have infuriated him; the pain vanished, simply disappeared and fade d into nothing ness. He should have been desperate to breath the sweet air again, the only thing was he didn't need to...

The pain in his chest had subsided, his heart had stopped rapidly beating...come to think of it; why couldn't he feel that almost silent beating in his chest? 

The absence of breath and absence of heartbeat only made his resolve that much stronger to open his eyes and see what had become of him. Big mistake. 

The rush he felt when his eyes were exposed to the new world nearly knocked him off his feet. He coughed and spluttered despite no air entering or exiting his lungs. As his vision adjusted he looked down upon his body to see what he had become. 

His body was just as thin as before, he had gained to extra muscle, his skin however was a light grey, mist coloured if you will. Obsidian nails extended form his fingertips, along with a long silver main that floated in the breeze. Touching his furry naked body, he came to realise that no feeling came to him, like his body had been stripped of the sense of feeling. 

But looking at his feet but everything to perspective...

He still had his strong wolf thighs, up to the kneecap, but from there everything disappeared into fog. His lower body was made of an ever flowing fog, black as death, silent as a grave.

Interesting, was the first thought crossed his mind. Though he was pretty sure he should have been more freaked out by it, but the emotion evaporated before it reached him. 

He had been changed, emotionally and physically. The Blue Moon had completely reversed the effects of the Full Moon. When he first changed he had become a feral beast that felt nothing but rage, fury and hunger, while this had stripped him of such emotion, like he was hollow inside, and his new spectre-wolf form reflected that. 

Silent as the grave, he decided to test out his new body. Looking at the nearest tree which extended to a reasonably height, he attempted to run towards it and climb. Just as the thought crossed his mind, he found an odd sensation wash over him, as his entire body slowly disappeared much like exhaling cigarette smoke until he was a single cloud. 

With lightning fast speed; the cloud flew up the trunk of the tree, encircling it and eventually rising over it. Continuing up for a few minutes until he reached a suitable branch, and upon a thought became a physical-ish being once again, forcing his body to grant him legs. His new form obeyed and to grey hind legs appeared so that he could stand, despite the misty aura still flowing off of him and soon disappearing. 

"Interesting indeed; lets see what else I can do" he thought to himself, looking up towards the tallest branch. 

Grabbing the bark with both hands, he mentally commanded his body to reveal its hidden secrets. He certainly got a surprise when his entire body phased through it, not even leaving a trail of fog behind him. All was quite for a moment, before he reappeared at the tallest branch. 

"Show me more" he commanded, and that was when he vanished again, only he hadn't phased. No, he was completely invisible to all but the moon. 

"More" he commanded, more forcibly, which was quite hard considering rage and frustration had been stripped from him.

He reappeared in a puff of mist, which was when his foggy aura increased until it became solid as possible, gathering around in his palm. Thrusting his claw forward, a the sphere of mist shot out of his hand and into the darkness above.

Double D waited a moment, and another and another. That was when he got the surprise of a wide wall of what appeared to be mist-on-fire descending and consequently devastating the wood around him, cutting and burning and destroying everything in its line of fire until all that remained was a forest full of ash and dust. 

Satisfied with the demonstration, he looked up to the moon, which stared back at him, as if to say "wasn't the pain worth it?". 

Despite having very little emotion left inside him, Double D still had to give into his natural urges, and unleashed not a furious or wrathful howl, but a a howl resembling a shriek, which didn't just promise blood and fear. 

It promised death...